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It  was  too  funny  watching  men  swooping  up  their  perfectly  clean  crash  suits 
from  some  debris  on  the  floor  and  one  man  had  his  own  time  getting  all  the  junk 
back  in  his  suit  case  for  it  was  scattered  all  over  the  counter.  We  were  hustled 
away  to  the  Hotel  Brittanique  -  on  Corso  Victoria  Emmanuelo  -  a  beautiful 
situation  way  up  on  the  hill.  Our  room  is  a  corner  one  and  the  glorious  view 
from  our  two  balconies  I  simply  cannot  adequately  describe.  From  one  window, 
one  sees  a  great  expanse  of  city  and  the  beautiful  bay  beyond.  From  the  other 
window  I  have  seen  my  first  real  Italian  villa.  The  steps,  terraces,  flowers, 
luxuriant  palaces.  The  great  wall  with  its  terra  cotta  jars  and  long  ferneries 
make  the  picture  that  has  been  in  my  mind  for  years  real,  absolutely  real 
yet  surpassing  in  beauty  all  I  had  hoped  for. 

Such  a  room,  so  large,  so  .  .  . 

[  Here  occurs  four  blank  pages  in  the  journal.  EPJ  apparently  had 
planned  to  continue  her  notation,  which  was  apparently  interrupted.  ] 


Sunday  afternoon 

We  are  on  a  queer  apartment  train,  have  just  been  spending  some  hours 
in  Pompeii. 

Oh,  the  wonder  of  the  place  !  How  I  have  lived  over  again  that  night 
at  good  old  Blair  Hall  when  I  tried  so  hard  to  impersonate  Nydia.  It  was  a 
wonderful  sight  [  here  the  notation  with  ink  stops;  it  is  picked  up  in  the  same 
place  in  pencil  ],  the  majesty  of  those  ruins  ! 

It  is  now  Sunday  evening  -  came  by  train  to  this  place  ,  La  Cava, 
where  we  were  immediately  driven  to  Hotel  Victoria,  a  perfect  love  of  a  place. 

The  gardens  are  so  attractive.  This  afternoon  as  we  got  off  the  train  at 
Pompeii  we  saw  another  train  pulling  out  with  the  "Bradley  Bros"  grining 
from  one  compartment . 

Then,  as  we  sat  down  to  dinner  in  this  adorable  place  ,  who  should  we  spy 
but  the  lady  of  white  hair  fame  (  on  the  Cretic  )  and  her  niece  -  Mr.  Brown's  flame. 

We  prowled  around  the  garden  tonight  and  found  no  end  of  surprises  in  the 
form  of  beautiful  steps,  winding  paths  and  inviting  settees.  Our  approach  to  this 
inn  was  made  under  a  long  long  arbor  of  banksia  roses.  It  is  a  fairyland  ,  I  know. 
This  house  is  so  fascinating  and  the  furniture  is  so  massive  and  so  very  unusual. 
There  is  a  love  of  an  inlaid  table  here  that  I  do  wish  I  could  snatch.  It  is  about  * 
9:30  and  I  am  dead  tired  for  this  has  been  such  an  active  day. 


